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y~^-sHlJJ song of a //// came through the
If\ open window, and the hum of bees

was in the air. The windows of
the house were open to let in the

soft winds and sounds from without. In the
kitchen Annie, the maid, was singing at the
top of her voice, notunmelodiously. Annie
liked thesound of her own voice, and she did
not like silence. At an open window sat an
exceedingly pretty girl. She had a stocking
drawn overher hand, and she was supposed
to be mending it. At present, however, she
was merely peking a largedarning-needle in
and outof theaprononher lap,and listening,
not to the tui, nor to Annie's song, but to
the chatterof her girl friend,who wassitting
on the bed and swinging her feet backwards
and forwards with the energy of one who
recognises that she is on a holiday visit,and
has not a single thing to do except enjoy
herself. Elsa Macdonald was a lively little
creature, who gave those who did not know
her well the impression that there was not
much in her beyond what was seenon the
surface. But Phyllis Bourne, her friend,
knew better. Phyllis was sweet-faced and
serious

—
particularly at the presentmoment,

Something in Blsa's apparently disjointed
chatter had set her thinking. She was
usually so lonoly that sho felt inclinod to
make confidences.

Elsa rambled on, appearing to taku no
notice of her friend's serious face, or of tho
idleneedle, whichnolongerpiied industriously
inand out of the stockings." And tho crowd on Jubilee Day,and tho
mass of people in the Agricultural Hall in
the eyoning—

you can't say that did notcorno
up to your expectations, Phyl?

"
" Oh, no, that was wonderful !Iknow

you think mo a verydissatisfied person, Elsa,
but it is not that kind of thing that dis-
appoints mo. It is tho aspirations and ideas
Iused to have. Tho older I.grow,tho moro
Iseem to lose. Iused to dream of great
things.Iwished todosomothing in tho world.
But it came to this : father and tho boys
wanted me,and here T stay.""

And Tom Hartley wants you
"

" Oh,don't,Elsa, don't talk so frivolously
about what is very serious!

"
" Well," said Elsa soberly," \ wish Ihad

a father and brothers, and a sweetheart!
"

"That is just whero the trouble comes in,"
repliedPhyllis, witha sigh. "There'spoor,
dear Tom,now! Ho's so different from what
Ithought. Imean I. always pictured to
myself what mylover would be like. In tho
books Iread, they werealways so different."

"Yes, you expected some fine gentleman
to come, like a knight of old,and rescuo you
from tho clutches of some terrible monster
who was waiting todevouryou.Or,pcrchanco,
some titled person would come hero,see, and
fall inlove with Miss Phyllis Bourno'sbrown
eyes and auburu hair, and take her away to
England, where she would bo the centre of
admiration forall tho world.""Now Elsa, you are laughing at mo. I
shall tell you nomore."
"Ibegyour pardon,Phyl,I'm nofc. Only
Ican't understand why you don't like euch
a very devoted lover as Tom Harfcloy. Ho
just worships the ground you tread on; ho
is faithfulness itself,"
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